The Life and Death | 

So many greedy lookes of young and old , 

Through Caletncnts darted their dchnng eyes 

Vpon his vifage ; and that all the walles ; 

With painted Imagery had fayd at once; 

lefu preferve thee, welcome Tulli»gprook«. ^ 

Whil’ft he , from one fide to the other turning, 

Bare-headed , lower then his proud Steed s necke, ^ 

Befpakethernthus : I thanke you Countri-men ; ; 

And thus ftill doing, thus he paft along. ; 

Dutch. M as poore Richard, whete rides he the whilft? i 

r<?r/<f. As in a Theater, the eyes of men i 

After a well grac’d Aftor leaves the llagc;- j 

Are idlely bent on him that enters next, ; 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious . 

Even fo, or with much more contempt, mens eyes 
Did (irowle on R/v/>4r</ ; nomancride, Godfavehim;. 

No joyful! tongue gave him his welcome home, i 

But duft was thcowne upon his' laaed head, ! 

Which with fuch gentle fonow he fhooke off, , 

His face ftill combating with teares and fmiles 
(The badges ofhis greefe and patience ) . 

That had not God (for feme ftrong purpofe) fteel’d r 

The hearts of men, they muft j^iforce have melted, [ 

And Barbarifme it felfe have pittied him. _ | 

But Heaven bath a hand in thefc events, 

To whofe high will we bound our calme contents, ; 

To , are wefworneSnbje6lsnoWy. 

WhofcStaie,andHohour,Iforaye allow^ , 

Enter Aumerle, . 

Dut. Heere comes my fonne 
7er. Anmerle that was. 

But that is loll, for being Friend. . , * . i 

And Madam, you muft calhhim R«r/W now^ . ‘ j 

I am in Parliament pledgeyfotihis truth, • . 1 

And lading fealty to the nevwmade' King. 

Welcome my fonne ; who arc the Violets now; | 

That ftrew the greene lap of the new-come Spring ? • ' 
know not, hot I greatly carenot,.'C‘'^ 

■ - ‘ God 


of Richard the fecond, 

God knowes, I had as liefe be none as one. . • \ 

Tor. Well, beare you vvell in this ncw-fpring oftime, 
Lcall you be cropt before you come to prime-, (umplts? 
Wbflt news from Oxford? Hold thofe lufts 5nJ 
For ought 1 know my L-ord,they doe. 

Tflr. You will be there I know. 

If God prevent not^ I purpofe fo. 

Ttfr.What feale is that that bangs without thyiioSjrae 
Yea, look’ll thou pa le ? Let me fee the writings / 

Autn, My Lord, ’tis nothing'. 

^cr. No matter then who fees it, . 

I will be fatisfied, let me fee the writing'. 

AumA do befeech youi'G'ace to pardon me, 

Itis a matter of fmall confequence, 

Which for feme reafons I would not have feene. 

Tor. VVhichfor fome rcalbnsfir, I xneanetoice 
I fearCjI feare- 

But. What fliould youfeare?' ■> 

’Tis nothing but fome Bond, that heisentred into-v 
For gay apparrell againtt tbe Triumph. 

Tor. Bound to himfelfe ? what doth he with a bond 
That he is bound to wife, you arc a foole.' 

Boy,let me fee the Writing. ^ i, 

Aum. I doe befeech you pardon me, I may notfhew it. 
Tor. I will be latisfied, let me fee t I fay » S natehes it* 

Treafon,fouIe treafon,villaine,traytor,flave» . 

What’s the matter, my Lord ? 

Tor. Hoa, who's within there jjfaddle my,4K5tfe, .. 
Heavcnforhismercy what treachery is lierc ?' , 

X>«r. Why, what is’t my Lord ? 

Tor. Give me my boots,I fay ; Saddle my horfe ; 

No\y by my honour, my life, my troth. 

I whl appea,ch the villaine. 

Bat. What is -the matter 

Pcsec iooiifjK w oni 3 n# : • ^ j . • ' ■ 

I will not peace, vvhatistlie rmattcr rGri ie? 
Good mother becontcnt,it isino litwe . • 

hen my. poore life muft ap.fvvei-, - - 
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